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EDITORIALS. 
THAT little regulation whereby the brain of every undergraduate is 
subjected to a semi-annual investigation by an unflinching faculty 
has gone into effect, and we have settled down into the quiet of the Lenten 
season. It seems inappropriate that the examinations should end and 
Lent begin at one and the same time. Just when we wanted a jolifica-
tion, after handing our last roll of faculty paper to the smiling professor, 
who evidently thinks it doesn't look as bulky as it might, we were 
obliged to eat our Shrove-Tuesday pancakes with the prospect of evils 
yet in store for us. Well, they are over, big and little, one and all, and 
that is the main point. True our friend, the all-round good fellow, is 
not quite past the high-water mark and does not confess himself ready to 
rejoice with us yet. He is occupied in an interesting inquiry as to whether 
he has scraped through without eight hours' conditions and can still keep 
his head above water, or leave college for the rest of the year, and return 
to elevate the tone of that much despised object the next class below. 
But we feel sure that these gentlemen are in a very small minority, and 
that the rest of us can breathe one long sigh of relief and smoke our pipes 
in peace once more. 
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ANOTHER season of training has begun and the gymnasium is the 
scene of unusual activity. The lot of the unfortunate under-
classman as he performs his required exercises seems less hard when he 
compares his trials with those of the man who aspires to athletic distinc-
tion, and he looks forward to the time when the teams shall run out o( 
doors as the harbinger of his freedom. The enthusiasm manifested by 
both base ball and track athletic candidates is highly encouraging, and 
the material from which the teams are to be selected is better both in 
quality and quantity; two facts which give promise of a more successful 
season than we have had for years. We are happy to note the increased 
competition, as the possibility of a second base-ball team has suggested 
itself. The advantages of such an institution seem obvious, as in this 
way the competition would not be allowed to fall off, and the practice 
which would be given the 'Varsity would undoubtedly prove advanta-
geous. While treating of athletics we would urge upon the men 
the importance of training for the gymnasium exhibition. With a 
competent instructor and every facility, there seems no reason why the 
programme should not be much more brilliant than anything attempted 
in former years. We have the assurance of Mr. Foster that pains will not 
be spared on his part to make this indoor meet exceed all previous ones, 
and THE TABLET urges all who have any ability in this line to cooperate 
with him. 
FOR some unknown reason an unfortunate impression seems to have 
arisen that the election to places on THE TABLET board are open 
only to a select few, and that unless a person belongs to certain circles or 
parties he will never be able to obtain an election. This is untrue. Any-
one, provided he works well and faithfully, will be elected, only he must 
remember that the board is the judge of a candidate's fitness, and if for 
any reason it thinks that a person is not yet eligible, it is hardly dignified 
or manly for the disappointed candidate to retire into the "sulks" and 
refuse to do anything further. He must remember that the board can 
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only judge from t:ie articles handed in how much interest anyone feels in 
THE TABLET, and that it will naturally elect those who do the most and 
do it conscientiously and cheerfully. 
• • • • • 
WHILE THE TABLET does not wish to harp continually on one sub-
ject, there is, nevertheless, a question which has been asked a num-
ber of times, but which seems to be always pertinent-where is the Press 
Club? Now the obscuration of so important a factor in the college 
is a matter which one feels ought not to be allowed. A year or two ago, 
if we do not mistake, in recognition of the importance of this organization, 
there was voted for its support quite a considerable sum of money, and 
yet it is rare indeed that we find Trinity notes in some of the newspapers 
of the large cities. It is, therefore, evident that the Press Club is not 
doing its duty by the college or by the alumni, from carelessness on the 
part of its present members, rather than from the lack of new material, 
we must judge, since we are sure that there are plenty of men in college 
who would be glad to turn their journalistic powers in this direction. Let 
us then urge upon the Press Club, officers and members, the necessity of 
some action for the sake of the college and of their own integrity. 
J F the critic who considers a successful joint concert impossible, could 
have been present at the late Wesleyan-Trinity musical entertainment 
in Middletown, we feel sure that he would have been converted. The 
affair was a pronounced success, and the audience spoke in the most 
cemplimentary terms of both the choice and rendering of the productions. 
The disagreeable rivalry usually present in such a concert, where the 
clubs directly alternate in delivering their selections, was happily absent, 
owing to the foresight of the directors, and the impartiality of favor on 
both sides was pleasant to observe. Too much cannot be said in return 
for the kindness and forethought of the ·wesleyan management in their 
conduct of the affair, and our most sincere thanks are due to those alumni 
and friends of the college, who helped to make the stay of the clubs what 
it certainly was, a most pleasant one. 
SOME ASPECTS OF NATURE. 
MANY men, great and little, have sung of nature, and yet her charms 
awaken in us the sweet surprises of a new love when we learn that 
those who have praised her most have spoken quite sincerely. That she 
has limitations, none of us can doubt, but these exist only in the eye that 
sees and the heart that loves. If we go to her as children, she is, in the 
truest sense of the word, our mother. Whatever we give to her she re-
stores four-fold, and her bounty becomes more generous as our demands 
grow more eager. She is elusive perhaps, but with the witcheries of a 
sweetheart that loves, not with the arts of a coquette that flirts; and once 
to love her is to " count the world well lost." 
Town people expect too much of the countty. They quite 
the fact that where human beings are there can be no peace. 
pels are right after all, the Kingdom of Heaven is within us. 
overlook 
The gos-
We go to the most secluded village on the New England coast and ex-
claim, "Surely here is peace," but presently on the crest of those waves 
breaking upon the shore, come thoughts of our past, thoughts of our fu-
ture, and to-day is forgotten in the yesterday and to-morrow. \Vhat at 
first seemed to promise infinite rest has now become a cage that binds us 
to inaction, and we long to fly back to the noise and tumult, and find in 
the struggle either success or forgetfulness. 
Yes, in the country we can have physical rest and refreshment, but the 
solitudes have no panacea for the smart and sting of a conscience that re-
members. We cannot escape or unload our responsibilities with im-
punity. 
People travel all over the world and come back restless, unchanged. 
We imagine that at Venice or St. Petersburgh we shall be charmed and 
forget our identity. That in the trout-streams of Scotland or the jungle 
in India, we can escape. But Nemesis is unrelenting and in the most 
varied and distracting environment we close our eyes and see--ourselvel-; 
When we are taught at last by bitter experience that only the sou 
really is, that country and place are incidental and can offer incident 
satisfaction alone, we will discern the things that belong to our own pea 
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The delicate nocturnes of" Chopin," the grander harmonies of" Bach," 
transport us into another world, but oh ! my friends, we cannot live there, 
we must always come back. We seek exaltation from stimulants, reverie 
from narcotics, exquisite shadows which veil for the moment disagreeable 
realities, but their stern, set faces reappear inevitably and stare at us re-
proachfully. 
Let us give up trying to forget and dare to remember. Face our past . 
only to gain strength for a fight with the future, which always lies before 
us, full of infinite promise. Cease our efforts from without and look 
within. No rouge deceives when the morning breaks and the revel is 
over. The veiled coarseness appears then, but our face can be adorned 
with a permanent and beautiful manliness, if we realize in our lives some 
of the eternal harmony, which comes from a pure heart and a spirit alive 
to duty. The spirit that bids us shun no disagreeables, but drain our cup 
even to the last drop, if duty demands it, and then, the sun setting 
in the western ocean, the moon shining through the trees will bring peace 
to our souls and the calm solitudes will yield up to us their store of treas-
ure by virtue of some divine right which we have acquired. 
Calm receptivity is the mood in which we read nature's truths .which 
hang on the boughs of every tree, and gleam through the spray of the 
waterfall. Her's is the eloquence of silence-the chatter of the birds on 
the boughs shame the noise of our city orators. They are, at all events, 
sincere, spontaneous. 
These are the thoughts that come to us in the country, and although 
they are, perhaps, extravagant and tend towards extremes, they are 
wholesome and corrective in the end. Let the sweet, damp smell of the 
woods come a little more into our lives. We need it. 
If we have once loved the lanes and by-paths of some village, we will 
discover in their most unlikely and incongruous situations, vistas and 
bits of scenery that will recall vividly and immediately some nook or 
corner of our country home. So great are the possibilities of Nature's 
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suggestiveness. All we need is the eye of a lover and she cannot refuse 
us anything. 
Some of the most exquisite pastorals of Herrick were written, his 
biographers tell us, under the dull skies of London. He longed for the 
nuts and raisins of "the city mouse," and they were his, after a little 
while, with all their consequent train o[ troubles, but in the crowded 
drawing-rooms, where he was so courted and flattered, he never forgot, 
or ceased to love the hawthorn bushes and big red cherries of his Dev-
onshire home. 
God pity the man or woman who has not some sweet, loving memory 
of the country to which they can turn in a busy present! 
It is an unfailing sign of a nation's decadence when the population be-
gin to crowd together in cities, and leave the rural districts to the poor 
farmers. The occasional villa, on some desirable location, in which all 
the luxury of the city is reproduced, is an incongruity. The rich dishes 
and heating wines should be kept for the town. If we would enjoy the 
woods and fields we must tramp about enough to eat with an appetite, 
plain country fare, then go to bed early. 
There has arisen lately, a class of townspeople, who affect a love for the 
country. They cultivate simplicity and wear quiet clothes in a noisy 
way. Such types are detestable. Unless we can live sincerely with no 
effort to attract or distract attention, we are losing all the inestimable 
gain that might be ours, and are, in reality masquerading in a smock. 
The country, inasmuch as it stands for leisure, is preeminently a place 
for introspection and comparison. There is just enough stimulus in the 
landscape. The fleecy clouds overhead bring our thoughts to earth and 
then to ourselves in some paradoxical method. vVhen our surroundings 
absolutely preclude the possibility of any effort to change, for the present, 
our condition ; when we are compelled to physical inactivity, then our 
mind begins to work. As long as we can plunge into the stock market 
or into any mercantile pursuit, we can spare no time for musings or 
dreams. But when one hundred miles of railroad separate us from the 
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metropolis and our sphere of activity is limited to a tramp or drive 
through the country, very quickly indeed do our thoughts turn within 
and we begin to discover what manner of men we are. 
The sympathy and passion which the country evokes has nothing of 
the turbid, unhealthy element in it. 
I am always fond of remembering that the "Prodigal Son " must have 
fed those swine somewhere in the country, when he came to the conclu-
sion that he would go home. He had not, to our knowledge, heard any re-
vivalist that brought him to his knees sobbing, but during the long, dreary 
hours of the day when no distraction was possible, nothing in which ob-
livion could be courted, he let his eyes wander over the landscape, and at 
last turned them within and "came to himself." 
It is wonderful how a man's early life pervades and colors all his writ-
ings. In the psalmist, King David, we see the shepherd-boy who kept 
the sheep on the hills of Galilee, and at night watched the great moon 
rise, and the stars come out one by one. In those lonely hours arose 
the exquisite conceptions which are embodied in the psalms and thrill 
the whole world, Christian and Skeptic alike. 
It has always been so and even when literary men cared little for se-
clusion, they have professed to love it most dearly. 
Emerson's essays are full of Concord, and yet only ·one of them has 
" Nature" for its title. You cannot keep the woods and streams, the 
birds and flowers out of your books if you have really seen them. 
They will be to you a most fruitful source of metaphor and simile, 
and more than that they will sweeten and purify your life through the 
deep undercurrents of your nature. 
We are in an epoch that writes many books that dissect, nay vivisect, 
the emotions and passions, and yet despite the popularity which these 
works enjoy, they will never have the favorite spot on our shelves, we 
will never furtively slip them under our pillows to read before we nse 111 
the morning. 
No, we must be constant to our first love. Loyal and true to our 
152 THE TRINITY TABLET. 
mother, and listen to her speech, which is always soft an<l low. Ah! my 
friends in this nineteenth century are we heeding whispers. This is not 
a problem which any technical knowledge of the laws of acoustics will 
help us to solve. But if we can forget for a little while the higher criti-
cism of the Book of Exodus, and read with reverence the story of the 
whirlwind and storm in which God was not, and then the still, small 
voice in which he always speaks, we will have learned something of the 
speech of trees. 
J.M. Mc.G. 
THE GRADUATE'S DREAM. 
J SAT up rather late that night, in fact I think that my window was the 
only illuminated one in college. I had my mathematics to ~et out, 
and I felt pretty sure that I should be called up in the morning. In fact, 
I was perfectly· sure that the professor would mention my name in a cas-
ual way, if I was. not prepared. Besides, Y. told me confidentially that 
there was lots of sense-good, solid chunks of sense in mathematics, and 
as Y. usually gets ten, and argues points with the professor in a free and 
easy way, I thought he might be right, and I was determined to find the 
sense at the bottom of the lesson, if possible. The effort made me rather 
drowsy, but I am positive that I did not fall asleep. So, on raising my 
eyes from my book, I was much surprised to see a man of about thirty 
seated at the other end of the table. He had the air of being perfectly at 
home, and was looking about him apparently with great satisfaction, for a 
pleased smile played over his features as his eye rested on different ob-
jects. I was so much startled that I ejaculated, " Hello, you ! " 
The figure turned towards me, and said courteously " How do you 
do, Sir?" 
" Who are you? " said I abruptly. 
"I am a Trinity student, class of -, and permit me to say that the 
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standard of manners in Trinity seems to have been lowered sine.~ my day.'1 
"I beg your pardon, said I, "but really, your entrance was so quiet 
that I was startled for the moment. You weren't announced, you lrnow, 
and really, I feel some curiosity as to whom I am entertaining." 
"Certainly, certainly," said the figure,· with a courteous wave of the 
hand. "You see I occupied these rooms, and it naturally gives me great 
pleasure to revisit them from time to time, though I do not always make 
myself visible." 
"Are you a ghost?" asked I, in astonishment. 
"Oh no, not exactly a ghost, I don't know just what you mean by a 
ghost. In fact I am inclined to think that there are no ghosts. In one 
sense I am a person, and in another sense I am a dream." 
"Do you mean that you are my dream ? " I asked, " Surely I am 
not asleep." 
" Oh no, my dear sir, I am not your dream. I am the mind of the 
man who lived here in his student days, ot his, soul, if you like the term 
better." 
"Is he dead ? " 
"Dead ! Not a bit of it. He is asleep. It's time everybody was 
asleep, by the way. When he is asleep I go roaming around, and that, he 
thinks, is a dream. This is a little confusing, I dare say, to you, for I ani. 
he, and he is I, in reality. But when he is asleep and has a particularly 
vivid and pleasant dream, he projects his mind to th€ place he is dreaming 
about. That is how I happen to be here. In fact, all this is his dream. 
You are really a part of his dream. He had many f?leasant hours here, 
and is now dreaming of the old room and of the young fellow who is oc-
• • )) I 
cupy10g 1t. , 
'' It seems to me," I replied, "that you are mixing up dreams and 
reality, but I am very glad to see an old graduate at any time, either in 
the flesh or the spirit. But, wouldn't it seem more like old times if you 
took up some of the old occupations. It would be sort of home-like and 
natural to you if you worked out this problem in Calculus." 
,, ' 
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The dreamer trembled slightly. 
"Calculus is an elective," it responded faintly. "We didn't have 
electives in my day. Otherwise, I should be most happy to renew old 
associations." 
"Well, then," said I, "Doubtless it would give you great pleasure to 
write a theme on one of these assigned subjects. That would make a 
splendid dream for both of us. Here is my fountain pen and a pad. Be 
very careful about paragraphing and punctuation, and above all don't 
leave out your hyphens. Or you might write an editorial for THE TAB-
LET, on the library." 
"You are turning a dream into a nightmare," said my companion 
hurriedly. "My body is tossing and groaning, I must join it at once 
and be waked. Excuse me." 
With these words the form turned a back-sommersault out of the win-
dow. I rushed to it. The sash was closed, but I threw it open and 
looked out, fully expecting to see him crushed on the tar walk. There 
was absolutely nothing there. 
It is pleasant to think that the old graduates sometimes dream about 
their old college. May more of their dreams materialize some day. 
DEATH. 
BENEATH thy smile there lurks a hidden tear; Before thy feet coils thy relentless foe, 
And conqueror, the deathless king of woe. 
Why shudder and shrink back with breathless fear 
From death, as from some snake whose murderous leer 
From lidless eyes chills all our soul ? We know 
Not what fair dreams and longed-for visions flow 
Upon the mind when endless sleep draws near. 
0 Death, with low and gentle voice, call me 
To thy dim realm, whene'er thou will s't. I dread 
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Not rest in thy embrace, where air and sea 
And all that toils is still, when from my head 
Dull care and pain unwind their arms and flee, 
And memory devoutly guards the dead. 
MY MENTAL LOVE. 
155 
W.W. R. 
THERE are many reasons why I should not smoke, even my old fa-
miliar meerchaum. My physician says it is the cause of my nerv-
ousness and excitability, but that does not interest me greatly. Even 
while at college several years ago, my father once remarked that the items 
on my monthly statement for smoking material were very numerous and 
large. I, no doubt, was then slowly acquiring that mellow, brown tint of 
my meerchaum. My own reason for thinking that I should not smoke is 
the very secular effect the practice has on me. As soon as I take up my 
pipe that little love episode with May immediately rises before me, so 
that I am almost compelled to lay it down again. Still there is pleasure 
in meditating upon past love. Never would I have supposed so small 
a trifle could have estranged us. To her my offense seemed almost 
unpardonable. Yet it is always the smallest offense that gives the deepest 
wound to love. Of course I was in the wrong, but I prided myself that 
I had enough of manliness to confess my wrong. I was to meet her last 
Thanksgiving day, at the Van Seevers tea at four, but did not arrive there 
till six. I offered my sincerest apology but her reply was only a stern, 
relentless stare, which told me of the awful position in which I had 
placed myself through carelessness and stupidity. To most men this 
would have been just an ordinary misunderstanding. Not so to me, for 
we had been engaged only three days. Finally, with an air of dignity 
and resentment, she said: "George, I never believed you could be so 
heartless, but since you can, hereafter I shall be happy with your friend-
ship." She looked proudly on me for a moment and then before I could 
untangle my thoughts she turned and walked away. 
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I plunged into my routine work, desiring if possible to gain consolation 
and forgetfulness, but there was an ever recurring thought that snatched 
from me rest and ease. During the whole winter I had not seen her until 
yesterday evening, when she passed by the house, while I was sitting on 
the veranda and watching the sun of the balmy spring day, slowly lie 
down to sleep behind the western hills. Whether she saw me or not 
at the time I do not know, for her countenance did not betray her. "Oh 
fickle God of Love, how cruel thou art ! " thought I to myself as I again 
lighted my pipe and sought its grateful influence, an influence that I 
c ught to dread. I force myself, however, to continue smoking, for 
through those gauzy, rising curls of smoke my imagination loves to play 
and weave its lacy fabric round the fair vision which for days haunts me 
with alluring smiles. Thinking, or rather dreaming is the principle rea-
son why I should not smoke, for dreaming is the thief of time. However, 
on this calm, sweet evening, I preferred to have my time stolen, and 
therefore indulged in reverie. While I smoked I thought, and most of my 
thoughts, I must confess, were of May. When at college I had written 
an occasional sonnet or rondeau, not from any sentimental feeling, but 
because life seemed more enjoyable and pleasant after some particular fine 
sunset or subtle idea had been perpetuated in verse. Indeed, only yes-
terday I had made arrangements with the Cynic whereby I was to con-
tribute a verse once a month, and what better subject could I wish for 
than an arraignment of cruel love. I desired to ease, if possible, the 
continuous mental strain by giving existence to my thoughts in rhyme. 
I smoked, I thought, I dreamt, hoping to inspire my drowsy muse, 
but the dream was not a restful one. The sun slowly sank in the west 
and twilight led on the dim shadows, and still I smoked, and thought 
and dreamed. The moon so cold and changeable, the protectress of my 
loves, rose pale and wierd. 
vVliile I smoked, the most radiant creature I ever beheld passed down 
the s treet by the veranda. Her loveliness immediately impressed itself 
upon my heart. Probably on account of the length of time since the last 
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impre~sion was there, the die sank deeper. The slowly dying fire in my 
soul was fanned to a flame. My loneliness. My loneliness oppressed 
me. For many days past, I had been undergoing torment_s, and would I 
now refuse to drown perhaps forever my blighted hopes in the light of 
her fair, pure face ? 
I relit my pipe and sauntered slowly down the street behind her. As 
I drew nearer she seemed to grow lovelier. Now, all intent to overtake 
her, I hastened on and saw her turn into the theater where "1492" was 
then running. I took my seat one row behir:d and a little to the right of 
her, and the sweet strains of the music floated over the audience. I 
seemed to be engrossed, perhaps by the dreamy melody, but rather by a 
sudden overpowering sentiment. Her deep blue eyes met mine, then she 
blushed slightly as if to show she was annoyed, but not to rebuke me. 
Of course I was affected by such loveliness. Whenever I turned my eyes 
toward her, and that was quite often, I was sure to receive in return, a 
smile that thrilled me. The music floated 011, the scen·es changed and 
rechanged, but to me they remained the same, the actors were forgotten, 
and I was reveling in a divine dream of joy and beauty. All too soon 
was the final curtain rung down. 
When I turned to glance for the last time at her, I was astonished to 
see on her satin fan a monogram of the initials G. V. N. How strange, 
I thought, my own initials. Now thoroughly' aroused by turiosity, 
mingled with the passionate fervor of love, I followed close behind out of 
the theater, and, entering the same car, took a seat directly opposite. 
But now how changed. She meets my glances with a cold and chilling 
look, that reaches to my very soul. Does she fail to recogni2e me, 6r 
does she really know me and am I a fool? I concluded I was, after vai11-
ly trying to entice one smile from her fair face, lately so entrancing an<;l 
bewildering, but now even stern and repelling. Again I . was plunged 
into despondency. " Oh God of Love how cruel thou art ! " recurred 
again to me. How unkind fate has been to me ! When the car 
stopped and I alighted before my home, I had no further need to rack 
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my brain to complete the verse. In fact, I had written the remaining two 
lines on the back of an envelope while in the car. The very thought and 
words came to me spontaneously. Her transitory amiability was a suffi-
cient stimulus. How she would laugh if she knew she had been the in-
spiration for my verse. 
But to my great astonishment, when I returned to my study I was un-
able to find the envelope, and the verses had entirely slipped my mind. 
I ransacked my room and turned inside out every pocket of the gar-
ment I had ever worn. I remained up until three o'clock in the morning, 
searching the house and having my servant examine every nook in which 
I, in my usual absentmindedness, might have mislaid it. At that hour, 
James, my servant, having spent three hours in the fruitless search, and 
having placed for future use his soul safely in the dominion of the devil, 
went to bed, and I did likewise. 
By the early mornin g mail of the next day came a faintly-scented blue 
envelope, addressed in a totally strange feminine hand. My heart 
throbbed with intense anxiety, as I hurriedly tore open the envelope, to 
see the signature. My hand trembled, and I let fall upon the floor a 
sheet of scented note paper. Then I became angry with myself for let-
ting my passion so overcome my natural composure. When I stooped 
to pick up the letter, I discovered my envelope, upon the back of which I 
had written the lines : 
" Where Love in mockery his head hath lain, 
A writhing mass of dreams are born to pain." 
On the note was this cute and dainty message: 
MY DEAR MR. NORTON:-
" Pardon my liberty in returning your envelope, and in expressing to 
you my sympathy, but I really think, to judge from your verse, that you 
have come to a hasty opinion. You must realize, no doubt one's brother 
on the same car must influence one's actions. 
GRACE VAN NOSTRAND." 
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After I realized my situation, and became sufficiently composed, I 
thought to myself," Grace, Grace! that is a very pretty name. In fact I like 
it much better than plain May." 
Then I felt a respectful tug at my arm that told me without waiting for 
the distinction of voice, that I was nearer James than Grace. 
"Sir," he said in his rather domineering tone, "After twelve o'clock, 
and the night air is awfully chilly, you had better go to your room. You 
have been sleeping for more than four hours out here in the cold, and I 
fear you are getting sick for I heard you say 'Grace, Grace,' just as I 
woke you." 
Then, too well I knew it all. Another fair vision, whom I had christ-
ened Grace, was added to my long category of dreams. Again had I 
smoked and thought or rather dreamed myself happily into the benevo-
lent influence of love, only to have my dream proved vain when smoking 
and thinking were separated. 
"James, here is a pipe I bought this morning, if you like it you can 
have it. Good night." 
"Thank you, sir. Good night." 
WHEREFORE. 
THE name that over Europe cast a shade, Caused kings to quake and empires oft to reel ; 
That made all lands o'ershadowed by it feel 
A master hand arisen against ; and aid 
From mortal source was vain ; the name that made 
Wee children trembling to their mothers ste.11, 
At threat "Boney 's coming "-though time heal 
The wounds of strife, this name shall never fade. 
And can it be that one whose life obscure 
Passed in good works has ever been, that he 
W. W.R. 
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Who numbers countless friends among the poor, 
And shuns the world in sweet humility, 
Shall die unknown and perish utterly, 
While for all time Napoleon's fame stands sure? 
FAREWELL SONG. 
WE wreathe the cup with a Laurel crown, In its bubbling glee our sighs we drown, 
And meet with a smile the world's dark frown, 
At Trinity. 
With never a care for things to be, 
With the wine and laughter flowing free 
We raise our sweetest songs to thee, 
Dear Trinity. 
Yet breathe a prayer for a bygone day, 
And those beloved who have passed away, 
Though our hearts shall hold them fast alway, 
At Trinity. 
God keep us free from the cold of years, 
And the faith of our loves from selfish fears, 
Lest the cup be dashed from lips with tears, 
At Trinity. 
And once again lift the glasses high, 
And hide the tear that dims each eye, 
'Tis a way we have when we say good-bye, 
At Trinity. 
J.E. U. 
G. IV. E. 
PEACE. 
AFTER the rainy day, After the stormy weather, 
Blends the gold with the gray-
Gold and silver together. 
Flutters and falls the splendor, 
Turns to scarlet and rose, 
Clear in that is tender 
A crescent moon there grows. 
After the rainy day, 
The passion and sobbing are over. 
Dim in the distance away 
Seem my love and my lover. 
The gold of the evening is 'round me, 
Night comes with the wings of a dove. 
The peace of the evening hath bound me 
Far sweeter than love. E. N. 
IN LIFE'S LAST YEARS. 
IN Life's last years when oft we scan The life that 's past, how often can 
We see how we had wiser been, 
How free at times from blinding sin 
That hemmed us in since life began, 
And yet we see that well we ran 
Life's race at times. How often man 
Has memories to Heaven akin · , 
In Life's last years. 
Ay, yes, when foremost in Life's va~ 
We hear Death's universal ban i 
Alive the past, the present's din 
Hushed, and the future's vale now thin, 
We oft catch glimpses of God's plan 
In Life's last years. J. E. U. 
COLLEGE AND CAMPUS. 
DURING the present term the Library will be open at the following hours: MON, TUES. WED. THURS. FR I. SAT. 
A. M. IO-I I. II-12. I I-I 2. IO-I. 
P. M. I 2-1. 2-4. 2-4. 12-1. 2-3. 4-5. 
The Sophomore Class have elected the following officers for Trinity Term, 
1894: President, F. M. Goddard: Vice-President, De F. Hicks ; Secretary, 
A. J. Williams ; Treasurer, P. T. Custer. 
The Missionary Society held its regular meeting for the election of officers, in 
the Latin Room, on Tuesday the 13th. The results of the elections were as 
follows: President, R. L. Paddock, '94; Vice-President, E. C. Camman, '96; 
Secretary, S. K.. Evans, '95 ; Treasurer, J. R. Benton, '97 ; Senior Chaplain, 
Dr. Pynchon; Junior Chaplain, Dr. Hart. 
G. A. Quick, '94, and 0. T. Paine, '95, gave a very pleasant tea in their rooms 
on Monday the 29th of January. 
The N. E. I. A. A. held its annual meeting on Saturday, Feb. 10th. at Boston. 
Trinity was represented by H. T. Greenley, '94, the Secretary of the Asso-
c1at10n. The Massachusetts Institute of Technology was admitted to the Asso-
ciation, and the University of Vermont was dropped. C. D. Broughton, '95, was 
elected Second Vice-President of the Association. 
An effort is being made to have the pictures of the college Presidents and 
Professors moved from the "Commons," and hung in Alumni Hall. 
The Base-ball team began indoor practice on Thursday the 15th, under the 
direction of Mr. Foster, and the captain, Penrose, '95. About twenty men are 
reported to be trying for positions. 
Dr. Hart has been elected a member of" The Society of the Colonial Wars." 
The Rev. Mr. Bodley, Secretary of the Society for the Increase of the Minis-
try preached in the College Chapel, Sunday, Feb. 4th. 
The Toucey Scholarship has been awarded to G. Il. Gilbert, '96. 
0. T. Paine gave a very pretty tea in his rooms on Feb. 1st. 
G. W. Ellis gave an enjoyable tea in his rooms on Feb.6th. 
A college meeting was held on Saturday the 17th, in the Latin Room, to dis-
cuss the financial position of the Base-ball Asociation. The meeting realized 
the necessity of paying the indebtedness of the Association and the following 
resolution was adopted : R esolved: that it be the sentiment of this meeting that 
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every student in the college should support the team, financially and otherwise, 
to his best ability. A subscription list was then started and about $ r 7 5, was 
pledged. This amount will nearly cover the indebtedness of the Association. 
TRINITY ALUMNI MEETINGS. 
The New York Alumni Association of the College had their annual social 
meeting at the'' Waldorf" in New York City the evening of Jan. 30th. Instead 
of the usual dinner, a buffet supper was furnished. About one hundred Alumni 
were present. John Sabine Smith, the president of the Association made the 
address of welcome, and President Smith of the College followed him with a 
very interesting speech. 
The Washington Alumni of Trinity gathered together at a dinner at the Uni-
versity Club of that city on the evening of Jan. 31st. The chief guest was Mr. 
William E. Curtis, '75, Assistant Secretary of the Treasury. A number of very 
interesting speeches were made in response to toasts. 
The Boston Alumni Association participated in a dinner at the Brunswick 
Hotel, on the evening of Feb. 1st. About forty alumni were present, the guest 
of honor being Mr. Samuel Elliot, LL. D., President of the College from 1860 
to I 864. 
SUBJECTS FOR THEMES FOR TRINITY TERM, 1894. 
Juniors. 
No. 1. Groups of literary men. 
No. 2. The use of myth in literature. 
Sophomores. 
N { a. Shelley. 1 0
· 
1
· b. Byron. 
No. 2. Prize themes. For subjects see catalogue page 59. 
No. 1. { ;.-
No. 2. { i: 






No. 2 due May 1st. Graduating orations due May r 5th. 
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Students taking a man for a subject must not confine themselves entirely to 
narrative. 
Themes to be at least 1000 words. 
Both must be written. 
CHARLES F. JOHNSON, 
Feb. 15, 1894. Professor of English Literat11re. 
PERSONALS. 
Any one havlna information concerning Alumni will confer a favor /JJJ communicati,10 t71e same t-0 tM 
Ed:ltors. 
Bishop WILLIAMS, '35, preached the sermon at the twenty-fifth anniversary of 
the consecration of Bishop DOANE, of Albany, on the 2nd of February. 
The Rev. JAMES MuLCHAHEY, D. D., '42, after twenty years of service in St. 
Paul's chapel, New York City, has resigned from active duty. 
Major S. N. MIDDLEBROOK, '48, and Dr. C. A. LINDSLEY, '49, have been 
elected directors of the Connecticut Humane Society. 
The Rev. J. T. HUNTINGTON, '50, is president of the Connecticut Children's 
Aid Society. 
Two academic addresses by the Rev. Dr. C. F. HOFFMAN, '51, have been re-
cently published in book form with appendices. 
Judge WILLIAM HAMERSLEY, '58, delivered an oration in honor of ROBERT 
BURNS in Hartford, on the 25th of January. 
The Rev. Professor McCool<, '63, has recently lectured in Hartford on 
"Leaves from a Tramp's Diary." 
JoHN SABINE SMITH, '63, at a meeting of the Society of Medical Jurispru- . 
dence, held in New York, January 8th, delivered an address entitled "Medical 
Jurisprudence of To-day." 
The Rev. Dr. GEo. McC. FrsKE, '70, was one of the speakers at the recent 
meeting of the Massachusetts Church Union. 
The Rev. Professor LUTI-IER, '70, has been re-elected a member of the exec-
utive committee of the Hartford Society for Education Extension. 
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The Rt. Rev. Dr. NICHOLS, '70, was the chaplain at the opening of the mid-
winter exposition in San Francisco. 
The Rev. B. E. WARNER, '76, delivered the oration at the laying of the cor-
ner-stone of the main building of the new Tulane University, New Orleans, on 
the 27th of January. 
An article entitled" Has Immigration Dried up our Literature?" by SIDNEY 
G. FISHER, '79, appeared in the January Forum. 
HARLOW C. CURTISS, '81, has become professor of Medical Jurisprudence in 
the Medical Department of Niagara University. 
An illustrated article by W. D. McCRACKEN, '85, is published in the New 
England Magazine for February. 
The Rev. F. B. WHITCOME, '87, has accepted the rectorship of St. Luke's 
Church, East Greenwich, R. I. 
The Rev. JOHN WILLIAMS, '90, was ordained to the priesthood on the 27th of 
January, in St. Paul's Church, Windsor Locks, Conn. 
REGINALD PEARCE, '93, has recently visited college. 
ON THE WALK. 
THE STROLLER has not had time enough of late for more than a brief survey of events. In fact we have all of us been kept busy, striving as it 
may be, to get five or ten on the recent semi-annual examinations. In both 
cases the effort has cost us much sleep and worry, and as this or that aspirant 
failed we say-" Good Bye," or" Hard Luck-'' The satirical man might add,-
" I'm glad of it." 
Before the examination week was half over, Lent came in upon us, which 
season, we are glad to notice, many men are observing according to varied but 
rigid rules of abstinence. Perhaps it is well that Lent began when it did. The 
first desire after examination week is over is for recreation, usually of light 
nature. 
The time between examination week and the Easter vacation is usually regard-
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ed as wanting in variety and occupation. This may be.true with respect to our 
athletic sports, but in this intermediate time let us seek to occupy ourselves in 
things of a more substantial nature, as literature or some favorite art, which may 
cultivate our minds as we are proud to develope our physical nature. Men sel-
dom realize the need of such mental culture, and either sneer at it, in which 
case they display the very weakness which it is advised they overcome, or else 
they claim exemption from any mental work outside of their regular college 
course. But such a conclusion is unwarranted. Any professor will advise out-
side reading, lest we narrow our mind leaving it marked by varied channels of 
thought, but not of that large and comprehensive scope which can sympathize 
with the true worth of all life. 
BOOK NOTICES. 
"Apperception," By Dr. Karl Lange. Boston, D. C. Heath & Co., 1893. 
This work goes a step towards solving the problem of education. It is an at-
tempt to apply scientific investigation to the problem, "While our educational 
leaders were gathering their psychological ideas from the fireside, so to speak, 
Philosophy and Scientific Psychology were being wrought out in the closet." 
The author goes on to apply the theory of apperception to pedagogy. He first 
describes the theory and the laws and conditions under which it works. He 
then takes up its application to the art of teaching and shows that a teacher can 
instruct a child intelligibly only through that child's own experience. A history 
of the idea of apperception is added. The style is clear and the illustrations 
are excellent, evidently drawn from experience, and show that the author has 
applied his philosophy to practical life. 
"Christ, the Patron of all True Education." "The Library, a Divine Child." 
By C. F. Hoffman, D. D., LL. D., New York. E. & J.B. Young & Co., 1893. 
The former work is another one of the appeals for a faith that shall be prac-
tical in its results. The author says boldly that the world is a university. The 
Christian religion is an educational system and aims to produce a whole man. 
Dr. Hoffman mentions the prevalent need of cosmopolitan education, and the 
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lack of trade schools, and points out that Christ was the patron of education 
letters and trade. The latter work is an exhortation to the right use of books. 
It condemns very truly the vanity of mere bibliophilism and the evils of promis-
cuous reading. Books bring us into communion with the great of old and we 
should "read the great books first." 
"The Story of Japan." Story of Nations Series. By David Murray. New 
York: G. p. Putnam's Sons. 
This history does not pretend to be an exhaustive study of the government 
and people of Japan but like the others of the same ~eries aims at giving a clear 
and intelligible survey of the principal events of the nation's history. The 
early legends are delightfully set forth and the customs and characteristics of the 
people are described in a clear and interesting manner. The author is evident-
ly not only interested in his theme himself, but has the art of interesting others 
as well, and his history is free from the tedious digressions and theories that 
destroy so many histories for the every-day reader. The book is tastefully 
gotten up. The whole ser:es is worthy of a place in one's library. 
We are rather disappointed in "Xmas Sketches " taken from the Christmas 
number of the Dartmoutlt Lt't. 
On account of the high stand that the Lit has in college journalism we 
were led to expect much better work, and we can hardly believe that they rep· 
resent the best talent on the board or in the college. Most of the sketches seem 
rather crude, but "Clancy's Home-Coming" and " A New Year's Legacy" 
give some promise of better work from their authors in the future. 
"The Religion of a Literary Man." 
The sub-title of this book, "Religio Scrz'ptoris," suggests a comparison with 
that delightful book of the Seventeenth Century, Sir Thomas Browne's Religo 
Meclici. No doubt the author would be the last to claim that it is equal to the 
old Nor folk Knigb t's mellow chapters in poetic charm of sty le, but it embodies the 
best, most liberal and hopeful thought of the day. The one is a 19th century 
book as the other is a 17th century book. Each presents the finest thought of 
its time, and each is the most perfect flowering of the style of its time. The 
thought, the tone and point of view of l\Ir. Richar<l Le Gallienne's book is the 
best evidence that has been given in a long time, that the world really moves for-
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ward, that the pessimism and despair so many find at the boltom of the modern 
spirit are, if they are there at all, only negative and temporary moods. 
In answer to the evolutionists, the author says : "If man were once an ape, 
there is all the more likelihood that he will some day be an angel." Again he· 
declares that, "Modern doubt is very largely a newspaper scare, with disap-
pointed journalists for its paid agitators." 
Did space allow, we would allude to one or two positions taken by the author, 
with which we do not entirely cigree, but the trend of the book is unmistakably 
toward the right. 
As a piece of printers and binders' work the name of "Elkin Mathews and 
John Lane," on the title page leads us to expect the best possible work. The 
expectation is not disappointed. The book is simply exquisite. The New 
York publishers are :Messrs. G. P. Putnam's Sons. 
BOOKS TO BE REVIEWED. 
'' An Introduction to Botany." By V. M.Spalding. Boston : D. C. Heath 
& Co. 
IN MERRY ENGLAND. 
A HIP, hip, hurrah for your own true love, And a hip, hip, hurrah for mine-
Come let's give a cheer, 
To ring far and near, 
For each fellow's Valentine. 
0, the blood runs brisk in the dan cing veins, 
And love is strong in the heart-
Ho, each jolly fellow, 
Come quaff the ale mellow, 
And lustily sing out thy part! 
A hip, hip, hurrah for your Nancy, 
And hurrah for my buxom Joan-
Good St. Valentine, 
Let us pledge him in wine, 
Then each lad a toast to his own ! -Vassar 1J,fiscella11y. 
